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Eeter Braggart, 

Ber . Hide thy head Achilles, here comes Hettorm Arm«. 
‘Duma. Though my mockes come home by me, I will 
nowbemerrie* 

King. Hettor was but a Trojan in reipe&oftfiis. 

! Hoyet . But is thi s Hetlor? . 

King. I thinke Elector was not io cleanc timberd* 

Long* His Legge is too bigge for Hethrs. 

Daman. More Calfe certaine* 

Hoys. No, he is beft indued in the finally 
Hero. This cannot be Heclor. - 

Duma. Hee’s a God or a Painter : for he makes faces* 
braggart. T he Armipotent Mars, of Loanees the almightte, 
gaue Heitor a gift. 

Duma.- A gift Nutmcgg. ■ 

Hero. A Lemmon. 

Long. Stucke with Clones* 

Dam. Noclouen* . . . . - 

■ -Brag. Deuce. The Armipotent Mars, ofLamces the almighty, 

Gaue Heitor a gift, the heir of Ilium, 

A man fo breathed, that certaihe he would fight-, yea. 

From mornc till night oat of his P auilion. 

I am that Flower* 

Dum. That Mint. 

Long. That Cullambine, 

Brat Sweete Lord Longauill raine thy tongue* > 

Long. I mult rather glue it the raine : for it runnes agamlt 

HeEbor, 

Dam * land Hettor’s a Greyhound. 

Eras. The fweete War-man is dead and rotten, 

Sweete chucks beat not the bones of the buried. 

When he breathed he was a man? , « ■ 

But I will forward with my deuice; fweete royaltic beitow 

on me the fence of hearing. 

B erowne fiepsfoorth, .... j 

Oyuc, Speake braue Hellor, we are much delighted. 
Drag. I do adore thy fweete Graces Slipper. 




' called Leues Labors left. 


B^Loues her by the foote. 

Dum. He may not by theyarde.’ 

Brag. This HcDot far furmomted Hannibali, 

T hepartie is gone. 

Clow, Fellow Hellor, £he is gone; Iheistwo months on 


fierway* 

Brag. What meanelt thou? 

CloW, Faith vnlelfe you play the honeft T royan,the poore 
wench is call away : Ihec’s quicke, the childebragges in her 
belbe already ♦ tis yours. 

Brag. Doll thou infamonize me among potentates: 

Thoulhaltdie, ' _ , . 

Clow. Then (hall Hcttor’bc whipt for Iaquenetta that is 
quicke by him,and hangd for Tompey that is dead by him, 
Dima. MoRtaieDompey. 

Boyet. Renowned P ompey. _ 

Hero. Greater then great, great, great,gr«at 7*^:7^ 


$>ey the hudge. 

Dum. Heclor trembles. 

Hem. Tompey is mooued more Ates p»hc Atees (hr them 
or ftir them On* 

Duma. Hellor will challenge him* 

Hero . I, if a’hauc no more mans blood in his belly then wil 
fuppeaFlea* 

Hrag. By the North Pole I do challenge thee* 

Clow. I will not fight with a Pole like a Northren man; 
lie flafhjlle do itby the Sword £ I bepray you let me bor- 
row my Armes againe* 

Duma. Roome for the incenfed Worthies. 

(flow. He do it in my Ihyrt* 

Duma, Moft refolute Powpcy, 

Page. Maifier, let me take you a button hole lower. Do 
you not fee, D ompey is vneafing for the Combat ; What 
meane you?y,ou will loofe your reputation* 

Hrag. Gentlemen and Soujdiers, pardon me, I will not 
combat in my Ihyrt* (lenge. 

Duma, Youmay not deny \t t Pompey hath made the chal- 
Hrag, Sweete bloodes, I both may and will, 

1 5 B ero. 
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